retain this privilege for a hundred years. We must hurry;
because the hundred years will soon be up, and Nona
Omelet is extraordinarily good eating."

5 "Terrible news is coming from Germany about the
Hitler regime. M's Berlin acquaintances are arriving here
one after another, tired, despairing, leaving their all be-
hind them in Germany. No one knows where he is going
or what will happen to him. We try to relieve our depres-
sion by going often to the Nice Opera, taking refuge for
at least a few evening hours in the sweet music of France.
"During intermission of the opera, Louise, we met
Sholem Asch, the famous American Yiddish writer, M.
saw a Reinhardt production of his God of Vengeance in
Berlin, with 'the great old' Schildkraut in the leading role.
He says it was an unforgettable evening. Our intro-
duction was simply that M. and Sholem Asch, who
knew each other by sight, walked up and shook hands.
Sholem Asch's permanent residence is Nice, where he
and his family live on a farm that he owns. Both men
wore the French Legion of Honor ribbon in their button-
holes. The tiny little red ribbon brought the two of them
closer together. They spoke of the French with love and
gratitude. Two writers, one an American citizen, the
other a Hungarian citizen, neither one writing in French,
and yet the French have honored them both with this fine
decoration. (This was when I learned that the Legion of
Honor was founded by Napoleon, and that it was Na-Nice* When Nice became French territory, the
